
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Elizabeth J. Coatsivorth 

Her words were like the bright quick fireflies, 
"At fifteen even a devil's a thistle-bloom." 

SPRING IN CHINA 

The earth's coat is the green of young willows 

Beside brown streams. 

It is embroidered over with flowering trees — 

Plum, peach and apricot. 

Her sleeves are scented wondrously; 

Her hair is unbound in the wind. 

Even the moon is so enamoured 

That ere dusk he climbs the stairs of heaven to behold her. 

THE GHOULS 

All day the long cold fingers of the rain 

Have pried at the gray tiles above the graves, 

Finishing the work of years in the drear fields 

Where coffins lie uncovered in the light 

Of sulphurous mustard blooms. Here by the bank 

The greedy water has uncovered bones 

Shining, blue-white, wet in the biting wind. 

THE CURSE 

On the cord dead hangs our sister, 

She of the wondrous lily feet. 

Thev have blasted our fragrant flower — 
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